tster long before Siberia was reached. At eight )'clock that same evening, in a dense fog off the sland of St. Paul, the Elder struck heavily on a mnken ledge.
We were at supper [says Dr. Merriam], and the ship vas going at full speed when her bottom suddenly struck :he reef. A few seconds later she struck again and, ris-ng a little, struck the third time with a fearful bumping, rasping crash. We all fully believed that the bottom was smashed and that the vessel would sink. Mr. Harriman was perfectly cool. He immediately rose, told the party to remain inside, and went at once on deck where he assisted Captain Doran in the management of the ship. Borne one suggested that he be taken off in one of the boats. After an indignant reply, he turned to me with the remark: "Can you conceive of such a suggestion! What would a man want to live for if his family were drowned?"
The accident, however, was not so serious as it threatened to be. The engines were quickly reversed, a sail was hoisted, and in a few moments the steamer's prow swung to the right, and the danger was passed. The stern of the ship, which was two feet lower in the water than the bow, had raked across the rocks, but no serious damage was done.
"Some of us," says Burroughs, "hoped this incident would cause Mr. Harriman to turn back, Bering Sea is a treacherous sea; it is very shallow; it has many islands, and in summer it is nearly always draped in fog. But our host was a man not easy to